And torn the Hopeful Promontory's head:

The fish would seem these, and, when all hopes fail,

A great ship overset, or without sail.

Hulling, might (when this was a whelp)

be like this whale.

At every stroke his brazen fins do take
More circles in the broken sea they make
Than cannons voices when the air they tear:
His ribs are pillars, and his high archM roof
Of bark, that blunts best steel> is thunder-proof:
Swim in him swallow'd dolphins without fear,
And feel no sides, as if his vast womb were
Some inland sea; and ever, as he went,
'He spouted rivers up, as if he meant
To join our seas with seas above the firmament.

He hunts not fish, but, as an officer,
Stays in his court, at h& own net, and there
All suitors of all sorts themselves enthral;
So on his back lies this whale wantoning.
And in his golf-like throat sucks every thing,
That passeth near.   Fish chaseth fish, and all.
Flier and follower, in this whirlpool fall;
O! might not states of more equality